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there ready for reference at any time. But somehow,
I feel that it will be a long time before anyone has
occasion to turn up the Venner file again/'
Hanslet» stayed talking for a little longer before he
left the house. When he had gone, Dr. Priestley took
out his own dossier relating to the Venner case, and
turned its contents over idly. The disappearance of
Venner was surrounded with as much mystery as it
had been when he had drawn up his first sheet of notes.
More, perhaps, for since then stray particles of evi-
dence had accumulated which it seemed impossible to
fit together.
Dr. Priestley frowned. He hated, beyond anything
else, the abandonment of an unsolved problem. But
in this case, persistence was becoming very like obstin-
acy. His friends were sick of the whole thing. Favers-
ham had said as much, long ago. Even Oldland had
recommended him to forget it. And now Superintendent
Hanslet, representing the police, had decided to relegate
the case to the oblivion of a pigeon-hole.
Surely, Dr. Priestley thought, it was high time that
he should find a new problem upon which to exercise
his ingenuity. He looked at the papers in front of him
regretfully, then impatiently pushed them aside.
The evening paper lay on his desk, and he opened it
at random. But the news it contained failed to capture
his attention. The strange series of puzzles, of which
Venner was the centre, refused to be dismissed from
his mind. The paper dropped from his hand, and for
a long time he sat with head thrown back, staring at
the ceiling.
At last he frowned sharply, started from his chair,
and began a restless pacing of the room.   His agitation
displayed itself in his every movement.   From time to
time he glanced at the dossier, with an expression of
* aversion and horror.

